LETTERS TO HIS CHILDREN

habitation, I kept thinking of the four centuries
of wild and bloody romance, mixed with abject
squalor and suffering, which had made up the
history of the Isthmus until three years ago. I
could see Balboa crossing at Darien, and the wars
between the Spaniards and the Indians, and the
settlement and the building up of the quaint
walled Spanish towns; and the trade, across the
seas by galleon, and over land by pack-train and
river canoe, in gold and silver, in precious stones;
and then the advent of the buccaneers, and of
the English seamen, of Drake and Frobisher and
Morgan, and many, many others, and the wild
destruction they wrought. Then I thought of
the rebellion against the Spanish dominion, and
the uninterrupted and bloody wars that followed,
the last occurring when I became President; wars,
the victorious heroes of which have their pictures
frescoed on the quaint rooms of the palace at
Panama city, and in similar palaces in all capitals
of these strange, turbulent little half-caste civiliza-
tions. Meanwhile the Panama railroad had been
built by Americans over a half century ago, with
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